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FRANC.                                But how strange !
You dread this little hand ?   0, wonderful!
Your face is white, and yet you have killed men !
PAO. Francesca!
FRANC.            Do you fear to look in my eyes,
You so ensteeled and clanging in your stride ?
And you could crush my life out with your hand.
O, this new peril that I have about me 1
PAO, Child!
FRANC         And this woe that comes from me
to men!
And I can stay your going, can I not ?
Look up! and with a smile Til bind you fast
PAO. Sister, I suffer! now at last farewell!
[Exit PAOLO, tearing himself away.
FRANC. [Running to a mirror."] Where is the
glass ?   O, face unknown and strange!
Slight face, and yet the cause of woe to men I
Enter NITA.
Nita, did any pass you on the stair?